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One, her husband, is going forth to face the perils
of the sea ; the other, her son James, to meet for
the first time the darkness of a coal-mine.
" c You ha'e this consolation at least/ said
the man, trying to be cheerful, c that sailors and
colliers are the twa classes that ministers pray
maist for - if that does ony guid.3 By way of
answer she threw her arms around the boy's
neck and kissed him and then turned to poke
the fire."
More and more brightly burned the flame of
affection as years went by. In a summer (1901)
when the busy politician was kept " on the trot/'
as he put it, from one activity to another, he wrote
that he had, during a week-end, " been seeing
London through new eyes. True, they have
looked upon seventy summers, but they are still
clear and capable. I had no idea until now that
the place contained so many beauties and attrac-
tions, and henceforth I shall in some way feel
more kindly disposed towards it. The eyes
belong to my motjier."
When, two years afterwards, she died - she and
her husband within the same hour - he said sadly
that thenceforth praise or blame would be even
less than before an element in his life-work.
" Closed are the grey eyes which blazed
resentment or shed scalding tears when hard,
untrue things were spoken or written about me
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